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only the faint moon glinting there in that 
black orb. It was dead and wasn't suffer­
ing anymore. 
I sat beside it and watched as it 
appeared and disappeared over and over 
again while clouds passed. The edge of 
the ocean crept nearer, trying to reclaim 
what had been taken from it, and I think 
that eased me a little. When the water 
reached my ankles the body was born 
aloft, and tumbled silently into the black 
water. Its lone eye watched me as it sank. 
Sand crabs, like tiny white hands, 
began to appear, angry their breakfast 
had been returned to the ocean. Dawn, 
only an hour or so away now, would 
bring birds and insects, more disap­
pointed scavengers following the scent. 
Like so many people who had walked 
past this place earlier, maybe even some 
of my own friends. Did I know a Jackie? 
A Rachel? In more ways than one, yes. 
I felt as if I had cut into its flesh myself. 
There was no resolution to the situation. 
I kept imagining what the dolphin 
must've looked like swimming and play­
ing in the bright blue water, escorting 
shrimp boats out to sea, the chagrin of 
the fisherman whose accident had per­
petuated all this carnage in the first place. 
I have heard dolphins are intelligent. I 
have also heard people are, too. Only 
one of those statements is correct. 
Passing out no longer seemed a threat. 
I'd sobered without realizing it. I left. Far 
away in the sky there was light, signall­
ing the exodus of tourists from their air­
conditioned rooms to the beach. On the 
way back to the motel I found myself 
looking for dolphin-shaped clouds. Didn't 
see any. D 
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